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The Jewish type, with the noses hooked, The big black beards, the eyes which looked From the shaggy brows with the steady stare Of a beast of prey in his mountain lair, The twisted ringlets, the turbans tied
Round the pointed cap of a Khan, The voluminous breeches in endless fold
Showed men of Afghanistan. Their sleeves were rolled over brawny arms,
And at each man's side a cane Was lying handy, long and limber,
And dyed with a reddish stain,
" But   what  have   they done ?"   I   inquired   of
my friend, " That thus you do the welkin rend ? "
His voice was hushed to a holy awe.
u They have meted upon us the Packman's Law.
They are travelling merchants.   Last year they sold
A bale of cloth to Nungam old,
The ag6d wheelwright of the town.
Then fever struck old Nungam down.
He died*   The bale was bought on credit,
The price two hundred rupees. And Nungam's heirs have vanished and fled,
Like the summer wind in the trees. The terrible two came back to the day, And to all that we said, they anwered, ' Pay 1 * We explained the case in languages three, As they sat on their bales beneath that tree,